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inspecting his livestock. Then, if the day is bright, his poker-
faced Powell drives him into town where he has an office on
the top floor of one of the new skyscrapers and an ancient
secretary who shares alone with God the knowledge of Nick's
reasons for coming in; for he is done with business and
makes no pretence of keeping himself informed about the
dizzying progress of the industry which he helped to inaugu-
rate, I understand that the stock market reports and a
succinct summary of the previous day's business in the Axion
Motor Company are always laid on his desk, and the ink well
is kept filled.

Last night I found out why Nick built the big house he
calls Windymere. It is intended for Bobby. Bobby is unlikely
ever to do anything but play, and this will be just the place
for him. He will undoubtedly do a great deal of travelling
about. His appetite for going places was acquired early. He
had made seven round-trips to Europe before he was
eighteen. But Windymere is to be his permanent address,
and he will be here at least every four years to vote the
Republican ticket. It takes six men to keep the lawn in order
that slopes a quarter-mile to the lake shore where there is
a commodious boat-house containing a high-powered speed-
boat, a cabin cruiser with a capacity of ten passengers, and
a couple of sail-boats.

It was to talk with me about Bobby that Nick invited
me out. I was so sorry for the old man I could have cried.

I arrived about half-past six. The day had been quite
spring-like, but after sundown it was snappy. Nick had a
comforting fire in his big library and the welcome he gave